^    Aaroor Arcanum________________________17
xxxm
0! Form perplexing, riddling, resolving Let me know Thy many morales fewer Is that then the necessity to infer An unemerging conscious in the offing? Is that a language of differential ring To dominate a plastic sense newer? 0! Help me then hold a life deeper deeper Than the momentary wick'd flame-showing . Particular Thine with respect to feeling Primary and acting. For, let me know The theory of Thy hidden naught to steal Beginning and ending, atleast as show If not as a resultant of thy will Of will, willless and willless will trio.
Ocular Dream xxxiv
Delta-desire in force took the lead;
The Male-universal opened its seed;
Deity-Earth bared her heaving lotus breast;
With milk of Kindness pressed;
The milky way saw the ant-hil growing
And this termite-orb a bird
Long curvetted and heard
Unflick'd by flaw a thud all knowing.
Birth here terminated births ahead.
Beings poised, so inset were free from dreadendicant mud Transforming this oft quoted birth-spirit From the jackal counterfeit of gross blood Coagulating in a beastial hity dynamic of mazhii in thy palm. happenings in a divine city Are as if. agenda'd in a tavern Where light and shade diffuse refulgently On pigmented wallface as flame auburn. association of ideas is too rapid, to make sense, except to the creator and his circle. The words seem to gallop like a drunken horse that is riderless. There is a riot of words. One brings out the other by verbal association, by alliterations, rhyme, and assonance as in Anthony Burgess's "Nothing like the Sun" Without meaning to be derogatory, one can say that S.A.S. has outjoyced Joyce himself, in his pursuit along this stream of consciousness in his chase, after his own private Holy Grail.
